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THE 
PRINCE OF BRITTANY, 


A New Historical Nevel. 


The prince of Brittany hastened 
to the constable. The seasenable 
interferance of Tanguy had restor- 
ed him in some measure from death 
to life ; and he was now felicitating 
himselfupon far different prospects. 
But the Constable, who received 
him with all the expressions of ten- 
dernessand esteem, appeared how- 
ever, to entertain the same ideas 
with the duke, of the absolute sub- 
mission due to parental authority, 
and of certain indispensable claims 
‘of family and honor. Sentiments, 
so fatal to the pleasing views which 
the prince had once more begun 
to entertain, excited “in his bosom 
the same transports of desperation, 
which we have seen sc easily kind- 
Jed. J] adore Alicia,‘ said he ; 
*the mere idea of beholdinz her in 
the arms of another, drives me to 
distraction. If I should implore 
the King of Engiand 





Prince 


to the King of England I send you. 
[have importuned the duke to en-’ 


trust you with a negociation, e- 
qually important and honorabie. I 
have offered to be responsible for 
you. The King of England loves 


{}you. Brought up in his court, 








| yOU possess 


peculiar meas of 
conciliating him. Tle object 
of your embassy is to give peace ‘o 
two nations, to whem a two long 
war is equally destructive. ‘There 
cannot be a more g'orious mediia- 
tion ; and it is to you that we con. 
fide the destiny of the two most 
powerful kingdoms in Euvope— 
to you who inveigh against your 
brother, against me. against all 
Brittany, and transported by an ex- 
travagant passion, have just th eat- 
ened to have recourse to mea- 
sures of violence and guilt. Judge, 
frem this, whether I esteem you.‘ 
—‘ Ah, my Lord,’ exclaimed the 
Prince, throwing himself into the 
arms of his uncle, and weeping 
with admiration, ‘ You know me ! 
Yes, I will strive to merit this ex- 
cess of generosity. ‘hese tears 
speak how much I am affected by 
this exalted conduct. Yes, I will 
justify your choice. I will em- 
ploy every expedient to reconcile 
tive nations that are our allies—to 
convince you that the Prince of 
Brittany, distracted by an unfortu- 
nate passion, is yet incapable ofa 
dishonorable action. 


I hasten to 
execute my commission; and, af- 
ter Lhave fulfilled my cuty, I re- 
turn to claim my reward, Re- 
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membe', 1 conjure you, | can } 


have nootherthan 4icia.’—* Hold, 


Prince,; do not imagine that I | 


purchase your fidelity by flattering 
your hopes. I esteem you _ too 
well toapprehend any thing from 
your resentment. No; I do not 
attempt to deceive you. I go still 
farther : I declare that if your bro- 
ther should have the weakness to 
consent to your wishes, I @vill be 


the first te oppose them. Yousee, 


hat I speak to you with a frank- 
ness, of which Iam certain you 
will take no advantage. All that I 
can promise, and that Henor will 
permit me to grant, with a view 
only to prepare yeu to conquer a 
passion incompatible with your du- 
ty, is to engage the Duke to post- 
pone the marriage of Alicia ull 
your return.‘ 

‘What, my Lord‘ I have no- 
thing more to say ; I shall wait 
for you at the palace that we may 
confer with your brother on the 
subject of you embassy.‘ 

The Duke, and the whole Coun- 
cil, greatly disapproved, the choice 
of the mediator. 
ed to the Constable, that to entrust 





They represent- | 


necessarily inspires self esteem ; 
and whoever can esteem himself, 
is ever cautious of descending to 
ignoble actions. Zreason.is the 
height of turpitude. My nephew 
i> violent and impetuous, but in- 
capable of forgetting his honor, 
I will answer for success. Thé 
frankness of a soldier is sometimes 
a mofe certain resource than alf 
the arts of a politician. 


Francis confirmed to his brother 
the promise of their uncle, that the 
marriage of Jlicia with Montau- 
ban should be postponed till his re- 
turn. Zhe Prince had made the 
necessary preparations for his de- 
parture ; butit was impossible for 
him to leave Brittany, without hav- 
ing seen Mademoiselle de Dinan. 
He would have encountered all 
hazards to procure with her a mo- 
ment‘s interview. But a variety 


4 of obstacles were to be overcome. 


Alicia. kept like a prisoner, at 4 
castle some leagues from the 
court, had only the liberty of de. 
ploring her hard fate in secret.-= 
She waited for the fatal moment 
| that was to subject her to an odi- 





the Prince with anegociation of a |) ousyoke. She would wander in an 


such a delicate nature, was to pu 
arms in the hands of a madman, & 
to hazard the safety of Brittany. — 
They did not doubt that he would 
solicit the King of England to sup- 
pert him in his pretensions, and to 
take part in his resentment.— 
‘ How little,‘ answered Richmond, 
‘do you understand mankind !—~ 
Nothing is so flattering to human 
pride as a noble confidence. It 


— 





‘extensive park, which seemed cal- 
‘ culated to cherish that gloomy me- 
lancholy, which is almost insepar- 


}able from an unfortunate love.— 
Her languid steps imperceptibly 


led her to a little solitary wood, 
into which the light -of day could 
scarcely enter. 
a transparent brook, whose gentle 





rie lulled the soul to mu- 


sing ; and, at some distance, was 








Tt was divided by | 
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a seat of turf. 


Z'here did Alicia| pronounce the fatal vows. I will 


go, to ruminate as it were, on the ) swear.-yes, 1 qi swear to love 


sentiments that oppressed her.-—— 
The unfortunate, and lovers espe- 
cially, experience an exquisite 
sweetness of sensation, in indulg 

ing their tears, and cherishing 
their griefs ; and whatever can 
ceepen their sorrows, they meet 
even with an eagerness of»antici- 
pation. For them had nature cre 

ated ‘the haunts of meditation,‘ 
those solitary gleoms,. those tor- 
renis, those grottos, those reman- 
tic scenes, that speak not to the 
happy, but #hich address with | 
such energy, the souls, whose mis- 
fortunes exercise their sensibility. 


Mademoiselle de Dinan held in 
her hand a letter from the Prince, | 
which she repeatedly read, and | 
bedewed with her tears. She | 
spoke to it,'as if it were capable of | 
‘understanding and answering her 
affecting plaints. ‘ 4h! too dan- 
gerous writings’ said she, * why 
‘cannot fT have the resolution to cast 
thee fur from this empassioned bo- ! 
som: 4h! whatavails it thus to | 
‘cherisn a passion which it wiil | 
soon become crimnal to avow ?— | 

| 








And could a fame so pure be in- 
spired only te become criminal ? 
Sole object of my affections, alas! 
how little is the unfortunate Jlicia 
yet known to the! Couldst thou 
ever imagine for a moment that 
my heart--thou art its only Lord. 
Thou wilt rule in it, 1 perceive 
too well, to my latest sigh. I wiil | 
repeat it to the Marshal, to Mon- 
tauban, to the Duke. No Arthur 
—-barbarous man! I never will 


— — 











'| ver shalt be Arthur s. 


‘none but the Prince of Biithany ; 
| and I will die. I will be the Victim 
‘of my bapless’love.,--You shall 
live to receive my unceasing hom- 
age. I would die a hundred times 
for you divine diicila. Oh: how 


(i dear are these sentiments——these 


-expressious-—how delicious to my 
soul !s 


Alicia is startled ; but her ter- 
|ror is soon dissipated. She be- 
holds at her feet the Prince of Brit- 
tany, who seizes one of her hands, 
and, in the transports of ecstacy, 
cevers it with his kisses ard his 
tears.-~' It is you, Prince ! you 
have heard me ?:-=' Do you re- 
| proach youself with having made 
| me the happiest of men’ Are 


' 


you apprehensive that I shali not 





| merit a tenderness worthy of eve- 
i ry sacrifice I can make? Be sat- 
| ished with yourseif. dear mistress 
of a heart, that beats only for the 
charming dlicia. My deah is 
now posiponed: the Constebe his 
‘passed his word ; thy nuptiIs 
with a detested rival are deferred 





till my return, and then-—\ bou ne- 
| ° 
Promise 


{me only to keep thy faith, thy 
| heart, inviolate.—-* Preserve my 
| heart for you, Prince! Ah ! is it 
| for you toimagine I can ever give 


it te another ? Can I take from 


| youa single moment of my life ? 


| 


Go—go well assured that Jiicia-- 
Prince, you cannot too seon ie- 
return. 











They renew the solemn vow of 
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everlasting love, in spite of every 
obstruction. Mademoiselle de Di- 
nan takes one efher bracelets, in- 
terwoven with her hair, and pre- 
sents it to her lover, wlio seizes it 


with rapture, and kissing it a thou- || 


sand times, puts it into his bosom : 
‘ Never,‘ said he, ¢ shall it leave 
my heart. It is the seal of our 
engagement. Remember, divine 
Asicia, that I go far from you, as- 
sured that all I adore will conti- 
nue faithful--Let us retire, my 
friend,‘ said he to Zanguy, who 
was Waiting at some distance ; 
‘1am now at the summit of feli- 
city ; Iam beloved. 


The two lovers are obliged to 
separate. Zhe Prince had con- 
trived to gain over one of the ser- 
vants of the Marshal, who had tn. 
troduced him privately into the 
park. Zhis roan runs to acquaint 
him that the Lord of Dinar is 
coming. The Prince hastily re- 
tires, accompanied by ‘Tanguys 
who undertakes, during his ab- 


sence, te send him inteHigence of | 


whatever related to his mistress.— 


The two friends, at length, em-| 


brace ; they part; and the Prince 
of Brittany embarks for England. 
(To be Continued. ) 








ELOQUENCE AND FEELING... 


— 


The following are extracts from an | 


address of Mr. Custis, deliver- 
edat the late annual meeting of 
the Arlington Sheeft Shearing 
Society, Afril 30th. On these 
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uccasions, Mr. Custis has been 
in the habit of futching the Tent, 
of his defiarted kinsman, (the il- 
lustrious Washington) anid from 
under its venerable canopy of ad- 
dressing his guests on the inter= 
esting subject of national charac- 
ter and renown. 


* Wao canlcok upon this ven- 
erable Tent, and not recal to mind 
the heroic days of the Revolution 
arid the memory of its immortal 
Hero! True, this relic is in tat- 
ters, but it is no uncommon sight, 
my friend, now a days to see a vet- 
eran of the revolution in tatters! 
For a moment let us turn our 
thoughts toward the eventful crisis, 
which tried men‘s souls. See the 
remnant of a beaten army, driven 
before a mighty foe from all quar- 
ters of ovr country ; hear the cry) 
that “ allis-lost :“ behold the bray- 
est begin to doubt, and the timid 
to tremble, for America‘s safety ! 
Amid this gloomy, scene majestic 
in adversity, the Great Washing- 
ton, sublimely shone ; the fortune 
of hiscountry revolving in his 
matchless mind.—Even the ele. 
ments combined against our pros- 
pects of success, tili the genius of 
our chief, like-the meridian sun, 
would no longer be ebscured, but 
bursting through the clouds of out 
misfortunes, let in the light of 
hope, victory and joy. 


* Aad now the contest ended 
and peace once more smiling upen 
our land, the world paused upon 
the event—Man reasoning with 
his brother man, was heard te 
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say—‘Tis too long ago, since the! 


age ef Roman virtue, to see it res. 
tored in these degenerate days.— 
‘Tis interest, ‘tis ambition ! which 
now sway the soul of man, and 
soon shall we see this chieftain wil- 
ling to barter his country‘s liber- 
ties fora throne. Oh! my friends, 
little did the world know of the 
man, whom Providence intended 
should exalt America’s destiny, 
for while this world was pondering 
on the event, the illustrious Far- 
mer of Mount Vernon became the 


Cincinnatus of the modern age. 
“© The day, the 30th of April, 


was a day most memorable in the | 


hero‘s life, for it was this day, now 
three and twenty vears, when he 
received the highest dignity, in 
his countr‘y power to bestow. 1 
well remember the time; aye, my 
friends, it was a gallant day, and 
such an one, as I fear we shall 
not shortly witness, again. ‘The 
grandeur, the awfulness, the im- 
pressiveness of the scene, can ne- 
ver be effaced from American re- 
membrance. And when he had 
sworn upon the Evangelists of his || 
God, to be faithful to his country, 


her Constitytion and her laws ; the | 


shouts of thousands reat the air, 
the artillery thundered from its 
brazen threat, but its sounds were 
lost in the mighty tumult of ap- 
plause. ‘Twas not a “ few threw 


up their greasy caps, and cried, 


lone live king Richard‘‘—No it | 


was the joyous exultation, which 
flowed from grateful hearts, which 
rose to the chancery of Heaven, | 


| blessing on the father of his coun- 
| try. 

“ And yet my friends, foreign- 
' ers, gentlemen, would you believe 
| —can posterity, think be made to 
| believe, that a few shert years 
| only have elapsed, and yet have so 
| materially changed the scene ‘— 
That this venerable man, while in 
) the full meridian of his usefulness, 
| when toil and leng experience in 
‘his country‘s cause, had silvered 





{i 
\) 


(; his brow and furrowed his. manly 
| cheek, and while in the winter of 
| his long and valued life, should 
! have been made the sport of ca- 
{; lumpy | 
been warmed into a little life at 
the fireside of our happiness, 
should have dared to attempt to 
sting our best benefactor, and him 
a Washington to?) He, upon whose 
! generous froat nature and proud 
integrity, have stamped enough to 
‘have disarmed. the Devil of his 
malice. 


That serfients,; who had 





‘- This you.will say, my: friends, 
' was hard, but there is something 
harder still? When her glorious 
race was run, his noble career of 
‘service ended, and he had been 
gathered to the empyrcan reserved 
_ for the good ; when his sun which 
‘had sunkin the west, yet by its 
| parting gleams which through his 
| great example shown, served to en- 
lighten our wisdom and exalt our 
'' virtue ;. Lhen, oh, then to have 
| denied him a sepulchre, was hard 
indeed ! For ‘tis then, my friends, 
our duties should have commenc- 





te hollow the oath and implore | a “ed, then we ; should haye assumed. 


> eet 
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the pious idole and oS ebildren of 
this great parent, have each car- 
tied a stone to his tomb. 


‘ When the traveller, fiom civil- 





MISCELLAN Y; 


i Sen “_ 


nation it AT . “ : 





and neving touched on the classic 


{ 
} 


ized }iurope, siali hiher come, | 


SCA'Ce iii bis sLocs have been soli- 


ed on ou: strand, eveshe withask | 


to be saown the spot where we 
have laid Libe:'v?s Great Defend- 
er. 4 nerica’s Immertal Son ! and 
be will sorrow on beholding 1--- 
When the poor savage, the wild 
tenant of ou idernes, shall hith- 
er come, although the magnet o 
science hath net touched his. dark- 
ened mind, yet ois whole soul has 
been filled, by tradtonary lore, wih 


the same of or 


———a — 


Chici—he. 100s | 


| 


will ask to see the spot where | 


sleeps the brave, and when he 
shali sce it, then peepie of Amer- 
ica, even the poor Indian will blush 
for your ingratitude ! 


‘True, this thing hath been cal- 
led athing ofcusiom. Itis; but, | 
roy friends, are we not the crea- 
tures of cumstom ? Do we not 
oct, think, almostexist, by custom ; 


and sure, what has been customa- | 


ry with notions, the most polite 


and splendid in the world, need | 


not be unworthy of us —Ifwe can- 


not equal the European in this high | 
sense of honor, or the pocr Sav- | 
ave in his divine sense of gratitudes, 


where is our philosophy. 


‘ Go search the remoiest re- 
cords of time; goseek the remot- 
est corners of the habitable earth ; 
oo to extremest East, where the 

ele oom come hither again, 


\ 
| 





| 


‘ 


| 
| 





a 


1 refreshed ; 


shores of Euiope, away to ex- 
tremed West, even towhere Mam- 
_Taoth dwells, or the fun will tire 
In visiting.—In every age ; in ev- 





ery clime ; ’mid every race of cre- 
ated man; divine eratiiude stil! 
holds her empire, from the. Tum- 
mus of the. Cossac.to the. Tomb of 
Adrian. 


** An anecdote, at this moment, 
crosses my mirid.-—I will arrest its 
| passage ; frit paints in glowing 
colours, the native feeling of the 
American, soldier.—It is of the 
true Athenian cast. It would 
have done honorto Athens, when 
she could boast her Themistocles ; 
cr to Rome, In the age of her 


Scipios.— Mark the tale 


Shortly after the death of the 
General, an aved man called at 
Mount Vernon.—He said, he was 





| 
| journeying to the South, to see his 
i hildren ; and had cal-eg, to take 
2 last look, on the grave of his old 
ic Yommander ; for, said he, I could 
1 not have passed my few remain- 
‘ne yearsin peace, had I not per- 
formed this pious task ;—-for, ah ! 


str, he was indeed the Soldier’s 


| Giend.—Toil and hard sufferings 


had paralysed this veteran’s frame, 
ind his valour had been marked Ly 





the weapon of the foe ; for he was 


lone of those, who formed the for- 
lorn hope of American liberty, 
when her Wasuineton crossed 
the Delaware, in the memorable 
Winter of ’76.—The old man was 
for never were the 
doors of Mount Vernon closed 
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against the poor or unfortunate, | | name of God, eal they ary 
nor its hearth grown cold to the |} me !” 

man of sorrows.— The veteran be- ! ‘ People of America ! for a mo- 
came anxious to see the tomb: - I ment behold this affecting specta- 
t} 








and. as we moved along, the re- | cle: See the veteran soldierat the 
membrance of the toils and glories |, tomb. of Washington. If Cesar 
which he had witnessed with his | wept, on seeing the remains of 
departed General, for a moment Pompey dishonored, well might 
reanimated his. feeble frame, and | _the veteran of American liberty 


lighted up his taded eye. Good | ; Mourn, on. seeing the ashes of 
sir, he said, I well remember him ; America s Great Defender left un 
I think I see him, as he looked on | inhumed. | 

RE | ©?Tis not, my friends, that A- 
the morning when when we forced , : | 

; : merican genius or resources are 
the Hessians at Trenton. Be-'. : i 
; inadequate to the task. See, in 
lieve me, after so many hardships, ; 

.. || Our view, the massy structures 

so many defeats, the taste of victo-; 


_which load the ground ; and re- 
ry, on that memerable day, was 
sources has been found for every 
sweet indeed. 


thing else. But it is that unhap- 
py quality in man, which causes 
him to forget his benefactor. And 
does not my country fear this ex- 
ample? For now, even now, she 
rouses the warlike genius of our 
land. She calls on her youth to 
arm, to prepare to defend those 
rights, which their fathers won.— 


ee 


‘ And now, my friends, we may 
well imagine, what must have 
passed in-the mind of this humble 
man, when about to visit the grave 
of his Chiefs No doubt, from 
what we had seen of the exalted 
character and services of: the il- 
lustrious dead, he had expected to 
behold his country’s gratitude pour- | She says, away tothe field of ylo- 
traying in touring brass or marble, ry, be faithful, be brave, and doubt 
And when ke came to the grave, f not your country’s rewards, her 
to that mound of earth which rears\| honors her gratitude. Do you 
its humble crest upon Potomac’s |! not fear the youth will turn, and 


bank, and stamps opprobium on | pointing to the, neglected grave of 


my country, to that HOLF, in|! Washington. will say, If this is 


which, by the God of Heaven, I || my country’s gratitude to our no- 
would not even bury my Past blest Benefactor what have I a. 
dog, the old man paused and cast- | rieht toexpect ? 

ing an indignant. look upon the || ‘ ¥et, my friends, ’mid every 
place, pronounced these words-~ || change of men and things, so long 
words, which Americans should!) as my faithful services shall en- 
write in their books; and treasure || dear me to my country, wiil I, on 
wp in their hearts ;—*' If it is || each 30th of April, to my coun- 
here, that my countrymen have | try this self-same tale, and ciy to, 
butied my General, where, in the her.people-~Shame 2° 
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From the Nor fole Heraid. 


TO GAMBLERS. 


ficfiner county of Virginia, who, | 


fom Gamélirg hung himself. 

‘There was that amiab'e young 
man, 7om Tittles, of Culpepper 
County, Virginia 
sill fresh on the plains near Fred- 
ertcksburg. But where shall we 
fil an ever during stone for his 
+s , or wheré a BARD to write 
his epiteph, that fuune genorations 
may tale, 80 
long as eld Rappahannock shall 


read his mournful 
101! his sluggish waves ? 
Ton was the only son of his 
dozing parents; the promised 
staff of their declining years.—- 
Rarely was a youth so much ca- 
vessed ; and seldom one s@ little 
spoiled. His soft blue eyes rolled 
eiwayvs in tenderness on his pa- 
rems ; and his countenance, in cen- 
versation with them. expresseda 
charm beyond the painéer’s art. 


Confiding too much in his son’s 


—_ 
—_—— - o- 


;' 
{ 
if 


At the tavern where he pat up in 
Fredericksburg, a pack of Gam- 


| blers were in deep play, glorious- 
Story of T 4 ee S F Cul | 
wtory of Lom Tirries, of Cul- | 


His grave is | 


prudence, his father sent him down | 


to Fredericksburg with a waggon |) 
His mother and lit- |! 


luad of flour. 


ly striving to ruin each other. 


| Having no. book in his pecket to 


} 


amuse and instruct his leisure 
hours. ‘Tom unfortunately suoll- 
ed into the gaming room. His 
attention was Instantly caught —~ 
Such heaps of gold and silver he 
had never seen before, and to see 
such shining heaps so soon and so 
easily wen, appeared to him in the 
highest degree astonishing. Rivy- 
etted on the glittering stakes, he 
rolled his thoughtless eyes spark- 
ling alike with admiration and 
longing.—-Alas | an evil spirit had 
fired the fancy of the youth with 


the lust of wealth. 
Aye! See there Tom, (thus the 


Demon whispered)——* Sce there 
my Lad, what gold ! what silver! 
And sup- 
pose now ali this was yours, Tom! ! 
OQ Dear ! what a world cf fine 
things you might carry home ! and 


what precious treasure ! 


how Daddy, and Mammy, and Sis- 
ter would throw up their arms and 
stare ! and with their eyes cf joy 
set the whole room ina blaze! And 
then only think how you would pass 


tie sister put in their ventures of | for one cf the clevercst fellews in all 


butter, eggs and pouitry. 


nished with along list of gloves and | 


pete and laden 


* God bless ye 
der lengthened kiss, ‘Pom cracked 


his whip, ard with a light heart | 


Fur- | 


with | 
” and many a ten. . 


the parts! and might marry, aye 
that you might, the finest Girl cf 
the nation | And con't be afraid, 
Child, don’t be afraid £ Pshaw ! it 


is the eustest thing in nature ; just 


as easy asio kiss your hand. 


It is 


and faithful dog behind him, set | only totry your luck, Tom + and if 
off ; a litle dreaming, poor fel-|duck be for yous and why not for 


low ! That he wasto ¢ee his fa- ¥ you as well as for another ? why 


wher moiher and sisier no more.— chen all these shining heaps are 
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cs tre a AR, 
yours, Tom, and your fortune is || peat last stake, to throw dewn 
made forever i? j |} | their cards and burst into tears — 














. ut even this poor satisfaction was 
Such was the voice of the temp- | || But ¢ en Chis p was 


ter. PoorTom listened : and was 
ruined.—‘ Young genticman, said 
one of the gamblers artfully, | 1 
‘have youa mind to bet 2? YOUNG } 
GenrLemMan ! Younc GENYrLE- | 
mMaN! repeated Tom to himself, | 





and began to feel hispromised con- | 
sequence. He had never been | 
calied Younc GinrLiman before. | 
The promotion which the Devil | 
had whispered to him, appeared |, 
coming on very fast. * Young gen- }' 
ileman,’ it was again asked, ‘ have | 
youa mind to bet ?’* Why,’ replied | 
he,‘ I don’t care much if Ido. A | 
body can but loose : and faint heart || 
they say, never won a fuir Lady,’ 
Having said this in an evil hour | \ 
the poor thoughtless boy broke in| 
upon the sacred trust committed | 
to his honor. He first ventured | 
the money which his Father had | 
given him for the journey. ‘This, | 
dollar ofter doffar, he soon had the 
pain to see all taken from him. 
With aching heart he then ventur- 
ed the 2 dollars which his Mother | 
had secretly given him at parting.- | 
These also were quickly snapped 
up- Miserable at loosing so much, | 
but still hofing to. recover it, he| 
betted a barrel of his Father’s | 
flour ! 


This also was soon lost-— | 
growing more and more desperate, | 
he betted a second--a thirdc—a | 
fourth—and so on, until the whole | 
was §one, 


Young gamesters have some- 











times becn known, after Icosing’! 


\| denied him. For while his last 


barrel was tettering to its fall, he 
attempted (in the distraction of his 
mind) to recover it by a finesse, 
which, even the wretches at a 
gaming table affect to scorn. 





| Whereupon, ove of the gamblers, 


starting up from the table with 
weil counterfeited rage, seized the 
poor jad by the nose, led him to 


the door, and kicked him into the 
street. 


The memory of home and of his 
tender patents and sister, which 
had ever, heretofore been his hea- 
ven, was now his bitterest hell— 
after such an injury done to them 
and with such a load of infamy on 
himself, how could he ever sce 


their faces again! whereupons 


soing to his waggon in the back 
| yard, he took a halter from one of 


his horses, and went and hung him- 
self, 


Icnorant yet of what kad befall- 
en their son, his fond parents were 
constantly talking about him ; and 
his little sister would often: tell her 
cousins of the dcautiful gowns and 
bonnete, which ber biother ‘lom- 
my was to bring her when hecame 
|) back from town.—How impatient. 
ly did they leok for the day of his 
promised return ! and when the 
day arrived, oh how eften and wish- 
fully did they cast their longing 
eyes down the road to meet his 
waggon. 














_—— 


ea 








138 THE LADY'S MISCELLANY; 





_—s— ne 


. = mother fr om wre window look'd 
Vith all the longing of a Mother ; 

ay little Sister, weeping, walk'd 

The greenwood path to meet her Bro: 

ther. 

No longer from thy window love, 

Theu hast no Son, theu tender Mother, 
No longer walk, thou lovely Maid, 

Thou hast alas! no more a Brother. 


‘The next day, a neighbouring 
wageon which startad In company 
with pocr ‘Tom, came in sight. 
Supposing that he was now clase 
athand,the fumily ail ran, In trans- 
port to the door, to enquire after 
him. Well, neighbour, how do 
you do, how «do you de ? 
Tom behind ?” 

The waggoner turned his head | 
A.dead- 


iow far is 


a side and wiped # tear. 
ly heart sickness seized them all. 

‘For God's sake what is the mai- 
ter where is my, Son?’ After much 
delay the waggoner told of. his 
death, and the manner of it. 

Poor horror-struck. victims !— 
what pen of man or of angel can 
express your feelings or describe | 
your looks! Faintly shrieking, ‘ O | 
my Brotber,’ his sister seized her | 
swooning mother, and fell with | 
her, nearly lifeless to the ground. | 
Theold man stood speechless with 
horror, shivering through all his 
aged limbs like one who had re- 
ceived his fatal stab. The shock 
was toogreat for his feeble nature 
to bear. He was taken (to his 
bed, from which his grey hairs 
were soon borne with sorrow to 
the grave. 


Bitter were his reflections on 


himese.l for the untimely death of 
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| Yes, he will visit. 





a 


his son. Lifting his aged eyes. 
swimming in tears, and wringing 
his withered hands, he would cry- 
out, ‘Ob Tommy my son! my 
son! why didI put your tender 
years to such a cruel trial! Why 
did I send you into that faiad temp- 
tation / Buton mets all the biame- 
it was I who murdered you my- 
son, it was L who murdered you. 
But forgive yeur poor old father 
this first, this last, this only. harra 
he ever did you. Never shall ‘I 
rest more until [. hear your for- 
viveness. I am coming my son,, 
to seek it—I am coming toseek it.’ 

And so it hanpined urto him 3. 
for he presently died of a broken 
‘| heart, refusing all comfort. 

These. O gamblers, are your 
barbarous deeds. And shall net 
God visit for crimes like these ?. 
He does visit. 


|No gambler has everbeena happy 
|;man, Never on any sinner was 


more awlully fulfilled that curse,’ 


! no feace to the wicked’ than onthe 


| 
/ 


} 
{ 
| 
| 





} 


| 
i 


| 





_versary improves her 


| Gambler As of blackest die, his 
‘sin not only leads to hell in the end, 
| but i isa hell on the road. See him 
|| hanging over his detested table— 
a large, perhaps a /ast stakedeper- 


dingy on his, skvl. Never did a 


| wreiche! gradiator onthe stage, 


fighting for life, exhibit deeper 
marks of arony and his. distress... 


Ob what dark brows ! What dread- 


‘ful looks ! But all in vain. Fortune. 


| isaganst him, and his skillful ad- 


smiles— 





twarts his finesses trumps his 
best suits—and withers all his 


‘hopes. He writhes—he twists—he. 
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gnashes his teeth 
as his exul:ing antagonist, thwack- 





and, 


SOON | 


| 


ing down the victor trump, shouts | 


the game and sweeps the gold, 
convulsed with rage he leaps from 
the table ; he hurls bis cards into 
the fire, and his wig upon the 
floor: then on bended knee, with 
hard clenched fists. stiffened up- 
raised arms,andeyes wildly dartinz 
their fiery glare to heaven he curs- 
es both God and Devil, and the 


gambling authors of his ruin. 
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BIOGRAPHY OF 


JAMES CRICHTON. 

A Scotch gentleman, born in 
i650, in the county of Perth, of 
whom so many wonderful things 
are recorded as to have procured 
him the appellation of ‘ Fhe admi- 
rable Crichton.” He was descend- 
ed by the mother’s side from the 
ancient Scottish kings. He was ed- 

‘ucated at St. Andrew’s ; and, at 
theageoftwenty, had gone through 
the whole circle of the sciences. 
He had also acquired the manners 
& address of the most accomplish- 
ed gentleman. Thinking it ne- 
cessary to improve himself by tra- 
velling, he went to Paris, where he 
challenged all the learned men to 
dispute with him on any point, or 
in any Janguage. He managed 
the first disputation with great 
success, from nine in the morning 
till six at night, for which he was 
rewarded with a diamond rimg and 
a purse of gold by the professors. 
The next day he carried the prize 
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‘ing match. 


fifteen times successively at a ult- 
He afterwards went 
to Rome, and cisputed Im the pre- 
seace of the pope-und the cardi- 
nals : but Boccalini mentions him 
with affecied contempt, and inti. 
mates that he left Rome in dis- 
gust. He then repaired to Ve- 
nice, where he was well enter‘ain- 
ed by Aldus Manutius, and other 
learned men. Ile had many dlis- 
putations in that city, and over- 
threw the followers of Aristotle. 
At Mantua he slew a formidable 
gladiator, who was become odious 
from the numbers he had killed 
in combats. Inthat city he also 
wrote a comedy and performed a 
character in ithimself. The Duke 
of Mantua admired his talents, 
and appointed him preceptor to 
his son, who wasa very licentious 
youth. This appointment proved 
fatal to our hero; for one night, 
as he was passing through the 
streets in carnival time, he was as- 
sailed by six men in masks. He 
beat them off, and disarmed their 
leader, who p'oved to. be his pu- 
pil. Crickton, perceiving who it 
was, presented him his own sword, 
on which the ungrateful wretch 
plunged it immediately inte his 
heart. From the improbability of 
this story, many are inclined to 
disbelieve it, though many of 
Crichton’s biographers relate it.-— 
It is very probable, however, that 
he fellina midnight revel. This 
event happened in 1582. Crich- 
ton was blessed with the most ex- 
traordinary endowments both of 
body and of miad, und, though so 


. 
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young a man, had acquired acom- ;! 


petent knowledge of twelve lan- 
wuages. 


THE LUCEY EXPEDIENT» 


A young Swiss recruit, when 
his regimentals were making had 
procured a round tron flate border- 
ed with small holes, which he de- 
sired the taylor to fasten oa the In- 
side of his coat,above his!efibreast, 
to brevent his beag shot through 
ihe heart. The taylor, bein 


or . 
va 


humorous fellew, fastened it in |! 


the scat of his breeches. Vhe cloaths 
being scarce on iis back, when he 
was ordered to into the 
field, he had no opportunity to get 


march 


this aukward mistake rectified be- |, 


fore he found himself engaged in 
battle. Being ebiuyzed to flee be- 
fore the enemy, on endeavouring 


to get over a thora hedge in his 


way, he unforiunately stuck fast | 


till he was overiaken by 
who, on his coming up, gave him 


a thrust in the breech with his | 


bayenct. It luckily hit.on the ven 
plate,and pushed the young soldicr 
clear outof the hedge. ‘This fa- 
vourable circumstance made the 
Swiss honestly confess, that the 


tuylor had more sense than him- 


self, and knew better were jie | 


heart lay. 


~~ 


—- -<—~ 


MAXIM. 


Nothing shews more the folly, 
as well as fraud of maa, than clip- 
ine.it and reputation, 
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‘Ss Be it our task, 

Ta note the passing tidings of the times. 
——a 95 FIN IIDIION a 
From the Tennessee Herald Exira. 
MOST AORRID!!! 

We hasten to lay before the public the 
circumstance of the late inbuman mur- 
ders committed.on the ‘Ieunessee river, 
(| on the 22d.of April, 

‘| Immediately after the acts of hostility 
| by the Indians, the inhabitants of the 
frontier of Humphrey's county, thought 
/ at prudent, for personal security, that 
i two or three families should hive togeth. 
\! er. For this purpose Jobn Crawley and 
_ his unfortunate family had gone to the 
| houseof Jessey Manley. The family of 
| Crawley consisted of a wife and four 
|| childrens Manley’s, a wife and three 
children. The evening before this tra. 
i gical event, Manley and Crawley were 
|| both called from home,taking Crawley’s 
i; eldest son with them.—They had em- 
| ployed C. Hays,a promising young man 
') to stay with their famihes until their 
return. Early next morning, he had 
| geared his horse and proceeded ebout 
| 400 yards fiom the house, when the In. 
| dians, whe were concealed 
| fence, fed upon him. 


behind 2 
He received twu 
Whilst one of the In- 
| dias was scalaimg him, the uther two 
|) vranto the house; they found one of 
 Manley’s chidzen outside of it, whom 
they tere to pieces with their dcgs and 
scaiped. 


MmGi tal wounGs. 


| With savege fury they now forced: 
the door, aud commenced a scene, of 
| still greater ba:barity.—They snatched 
| Mrs. Manley’s child, only 8 years old, 
| fiom ber mather, scalped it, and threw 
| it into the fire-place, yelling at a horrid 
| rate. An indiscriminate butchery of the 
| children now took place before their mo- 
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thers—five children were scalped and 
murde:ed, they keeping Mrs. Manley as 
the last victim of their cruelty. After 
shooting her, they scalped her, and 
committed unheard-of cruelties on her 
body. They then lefi the heuse, taking 

Mrs. Crawley along as prisoner. A- 
bout four hours afier the Indians were 
gone, the neighbours. got information of | 
the murder, collected to the number of || 
five or six at the house, they found Mrs. 
Manley alive and perfect in her sense. 
Amidst this carnage one of Mrs. Craw- 
ley’s children escaped unhurt; when they 
attacked the house she had the presence 


of mind to raise a puncheon of the floor 
and throw her child in the cellar. 


Mrs. Manley is still living, and great 
hopes are entertained of her recovery: 


Fraecis Smith, who resided near Ten- 
nessee river, has been apprehended for 
& supposed connexion with the Indians 
—his case is black. 


— 


At a Court of Oyer and Terminer held 
in Sussex county, (N. J.) last week at 
which judge Pennington presided, Cor. 
nelius A. Cole, and Mary Cole, his 
wife, were tried for the murder of Agnes 
Teaurs. Mary Cole was convicted but 
her husband, Cornelius A. Cole was ac. 
quilted of the murder. 


7 Cornelius A. Cole was also indicted | 


for concealing the murder, and to this 
indictment he plead guilty. The facts | 
which appeared on the trial of Mary | 
Cole, in part, made out from her own 
comfession, after she was apprehended 
were in substance as fellows: Agnes 
Teaurs, the deceas«d, was the mother 
of Mary Cole; she was her only child. 
Mary Cole and her husband, with two 
small children and the deceased lived to- 
gether in one house, and made one fami- 
ly. Some time in December last, after 
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the hichnenr had left the 
house, where they had spent the even. 
ing, it was far from. 12 o'clock, the hus- 
band had gone to bed in the same room, 
Mary Cole and her mother quarrelled ; 
in this quarrel Mary knocked _ her 
mother down with an axe, and immedi- 
ately cut her throat. It did not appear 
that her husband any way aided bis wile. 
| In one of the relations of the facts made 
‘by Mary Coles, she in some measure 
| endeavoured to exculpate herself by say- 
ing that her mether in the quarrel ap- 
| proached her in a threatning manner 
| with aknife ; at other times she acknow- 
| ledged the fact of knocking her mother 
| down with an axe, and cutting her 
| throat, without detailing ary of the ac- 
|companing circumstances. After this 
was done, the husband acknowledges= 
| that He, at the request of his wife, as- 
| | sisted in placing the corpse under the 
| floor of the kitchen, and doing a vari- 
ety of other acts toconceal the murder 
' and screen his wife, In March, Cole 
\ and his wife moved out of the countrys 
| and rented the house they had lived in, 
leaving the corpse under the floor, where 
| it was discovered abeut a fortnight ago; 
and Cole and his wife were apprehended 
“in Bergen county, to which they had 
‘removed in March. The prosecutici 
| was contended with ability, decorum 
and hamanity by Mr. Southard, tie 


\{ 
| district attorney, and the prisoners de- 
Frelinghuysen with 


some of 


| 


s 





| 
| 




















fended by Mr. 
great eloquence & strength of arguments 
| The object aimed at by the counsel of 
Mary Cole, was to lessen her 
) to that of mahslaughter. 


crime 
Tler convic- 


+ |i tion was perfectly satisfactory to all who 


heard the trial, and she was sentenced 
|| to be hung on Friday, the 26:h inst. 


Cornelius A. Cole was sentenced to 
| two years confinement in the state prison, 
| and pay a fine of 250 dollars for con- 
} cealing the murder. 
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‘at such anexpense as this. 
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INDIAN WAR. 


Horrible if True /—A passenger who 
passed through this town, in the stage 


from the southward, on Monday last, 


statecl, that it wes reported that the 
Indians, 3000 strong, had attacked the 
town of Vincer.ness, in Indiana territory, 
and massacreeé governor Harrison and 
300 men, together with women and chil. 
dven notleaving a ‘soul in the place. 
Such is the report. We give it as we 
have head it; and weconiess that the 
defenceless state of that part ofthe coun 
try but too much favours the probabili- 
ty of such a circums‘ance. It may, how 
ever, turn out to be what among news 
mongers is called a hoax, reministered 


‘to the gaping crowd, by some persons 


who perhaps while he is exulting in 
what he suppose to be the effects of his 


wit, does not reflect that at the same 


time he thus sports with the feelings of 
the public, he dispenses with ood 


sense candor, truth, asd es ery honor. 


able atribute.— 4 our triumph indeed, 
A very 
short time will enable us either to con. 


tradict or confi m the statement of this 
‘traveler. 


—— 
On Tuesday morni~ last, during the 
severe gale of wind. a ferry.beat, com- 
manded by Captain Fohn Sones, om her 
passage from Captain Wiliams’ (late 
Hiliyrer's) Ferry to New-York, was 
upset in the Rills, and we are sorry to 
state that three women and a child were 
drowned One woman was saved by the 
commander of Gun-Boat No. 104, whe 
jumped over.board and saved her. 


The following are the unfortunate per- 


sons who where drowned in the cabin of | 


capt. one's ferry-boat.—Alrs. Drum 
smond and lier child ; Anna Shields, a 
girl about 14 years of age ; and a black 
woman. Lhe bcat is got of. 
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On Friday the 12th inst by the rev. 
Mr. Cooper, Mr Henry Brooks, to Miss 
Margaret Lent, both of this city. 


On Sunday evening the 31st u/t.at Mus- 


| guetoe Cove, Mr. Fames Benedict,of this 


city, to Miss Deborah Coles, of the for- 


| mer place. 


In Lincolnshire, Eng. corporal Dupre, 
to Miss N Trollope, with a fortune 
of 12,000). Adiss nae in love with him 
while he was on parade with the soldiers; 
the next morning she communicated her 
sentimentsto him,which he joyfully accept- 
ed, and on the following day, he led her 


to the altar of Hymen. 


By the Abbe de Bonille, on the 11th of 
ae at Martinique, Mademziselle 
de Malleyeault, of that Island, to Mr. 
Thomas Butler, of Philade!phia. 


On Wednesday morning last, by the 


| Rey, Mr Liuell, at Christ s Church, Mr 


ly me 
\ . 
George Drummer. merchant, to 


Mis £ 


Elizibeth Osborne. 


On Sunday afternoon last, by the Rev. 
Mr. Heart, Mr- Ebenezer Lung. 6 


| Miss Amelia Regers. daughter of Obe. 


diak Rogers, Hsq. all of this city. 


4 §§§ §§F 99599999959 
Dewy, 

On Friday last. of a lingering iliness 
Mr. Israel Brush. 

On Monday morning last, Henry Rith- 
ar's,son of Capt. Henry Richards, of 
| thas city, aged 13 years. 

Ox Tuesday morning last, Catherine 
Liver, widow, aged 56 years. 

At Albany, on the 30th uls. in the 42d 
year of his age, Mr, Robert Barber, prin- 
ter, brother in-law to the editor ef the A-- 


' bany Register, 
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Apollo struck the enchanting Lyre, 
The Muses sung in strains alternate.’ 
SELECTED. 
For the Lady’s Miscellany. 


LINES 
ADDRESSED TO AMERICA. 


Fair smiling Jand of liberty and peace, 
Where plenty gaily treads the flow’ry 
fields, 
And laughing mith, with smiles that 
never cease, 
Gives blessings to the charms that 
nature yields. 


Wilt thou receive a pensive Wanderer 
here, 
Where joy fills ev’ry pleasure beaming 
eye, 
Whose only comfort is the gushing tear, 
Whose only pleasure is the bursting 
sigh ? 


Tho’ beauteous are thy dew-besprinkled | 


lawns, 
The’ green and shady are thy waving 
groves, 


Tho’ lovely thy blue-sky when morning | 


dawns, 
Oh! ’tis not what my mournful spirit 
loves. 


For tho’ my Erin’s hills are bleak and 
wild, 
The’ there oppression wave’s his iron 
hand; ; 
Yet sad Hibernia owns me for her child, 
And Erin is my dear, my na:ive land. 


if 


| 
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O great Columbia ! may’st thou neve’ 
feel 
The iron rod of dark tyrannic sway; 
O may’st thou never hear war’s thund’- 
ring peal, 
But peace still shed around her beamy 
ray. 


* 


For see, where lone Hibernia on yon 


rocks, v 
Weeps for har sens in war untimely 
Slain ; 


The rude winds whistling thro’ ber ra. 
ven Iccks, 

Whilst burns the tumult in ber mad’- 
ning brain. 


O dear Hibernia ! May thy wretched 
wrongs, 
Soon be redressed, and may’st thou ever 
shine ; 
In the hoar sage’s tales and poet's 
«SONS, 
Ohtis the fondest,dearest wish of mine, 
MARY. 


Pe 


From Murphy's ‘Wild Flowers of Erin,’ 
just published, 


When care hangs heavy on my mind, 
And torturing thoughts corrode the 
heart; 


When in abstracted charms we find 

No cheering smile to soothe the smart, 
O sav, where can we find relief, 
And d:y the trickling streams of grief ! 


’Tis in thine arms, O gentle Sleep / 
The miad can lull its keenest woe ; 
The tear wet eye, forget to weep, 
And Mem'ry painful paths forego : 
Yes, peaceful nymphs, upon thy breast; 
Misfortune finds a couch of rest ! 


The wa¥ worn trav’ller in th'ne arms 
Receives a health restoring balm ; 


The soul ihur’d to dire alarms, 
Enjoys a trouble-smoothing calm. 


Yes, on thy Jap, O Sleep /is found 
Refreshing sweets for ev'ry wound. 














From menial roams my thoughts con. 
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Then come and close these eyes of mine, 
Repress this heart distending sigh ¢ 


fine, 


Save where Contentment’s treasures lie: | 


But there, in visionary play, 
O let my faacy fend!ly stray. 


———enrttp S'S (eee ee 


Front a London Paper, 
‘Lines on Mrs. sippoxs’ announcing her | 
intention to leave the Stage. 
Soon will that voice be heard no more 
Which lent each bard etherial fire, 
And every muse shall then deplore 
The passions that with thee expire. 


No more Macbeth’s Imperial dame 
Shall rouse Ambition’s direful glow ; 
No more poor Belvidera claim 
The melting sighs of truth and woe ; 


Nor Randolph’s widow great!v mild, 
To every mother’s heart sppeal, 
Or Isabella, sh'ieking wii 
Teach iron natures how to feel. 


With thee we loose the polished g-ace, 
The purest lang:aye cen impart; 

Its comment, beaming from thy face, 
its next arising fiom thy heart. 


i saw thee, in thy early prime, 
O'er fair Edina shed thy rays, 
And 1 will wateh thy fi es sublime, 
Majestic in their parting blaze. 


—<—2> 0 
A WAR SONG 


By; the late Mr. cLixtonys 


Soul of Columbia, quenchless spirit 
come ! 

Unroll thy standard to the sullen sky, 

Bind on thy ward rapes, bea thy furi. 


ous drum ; 


Rouse, rouse thy Lida, heart, and 


firethy Eagle eye. 


Dost thou not hear the hum of} 


gathering war ? 





ee 
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Dest thou not know 

The insidious foe 

Yokes her gaunt wolves, and 
thounts her miduight car ? 


Dost thou not hear thy tortur’d seaman’s 
cries ? 
Poor hapless souls, in dreary dun- 
geons laid ; 
T’wards thee they turn their dim, iim. 
ploring eyes ; 
Alas ! they sink—and no kind hand to 
aid. 
Thou dost, and every son of thine 
Shall rest in guilty peace no more, 
With noble rage, they pant to join 
The conflicis heat, the battle’s roar, 
Z.oose tothe tempest let the banner fly, 
Rouse, rouse thy lion heart, and fire 
thy eag'e eye. 


-——s a - 
FOR SALE. 


A few hundred yards of English & Brus- 
sel Carpeting, (of the farst quality) at 
No. 46 Maiden Lane.—Also an assort- 
ment of Bedding and Gentlemens (ready 
made) Linens at No. 44 Maiden Lane. 
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FOR SALE at this OFFICE, 
'| The 8, 9, 10,11 and 12th, Volume? 
of the LADY’S WEEKLY MISCEL 





Price $ 1 50 cents, per volume. 


{ 

{ 

1 LANY, handsomely bound and lettered. 
| 

{ 
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% WANTED. 

| Two or Three Young Ladies as Ap- 
| prentices, to the Taylors Business, ap- 
ply at No. 1 Peiihdm.street. 
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